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	1. The Survivors

****Note: Halo, and all of the characters, weapons, vehicles, technology, history, locations and "extended universe" content belongs to Bungie. I do not own any of it. Well, except for maybe my own characters. ****

**Dawn Awakening**

This is a story about a man named Joe, who lost his home in Côte d'Azur

during the Battle of Sigma Octanus IV. He was with the group of civilians that was evacuated by the SPARTAN team designated "Red Team." This is the story of what happened after the Battle of Sigma Octanus IV. **This is my first fan-fiction ever written, so I hope you don't expect top-notch stuff. :-\**

**Note: There may be a small spoiler in this story if you have not read "Halo: The Fall of Reach"**

________________________________________________________________________

It was dark, dank, and smelly in the cargo ship. But that was a small price to pay in order to avoid getting killed by the Covenant. Joe leaned up against the wall and remembered all that had happened before. Just a few hours ago, he was watching the Galaxy News when a Covenant troop transport landed in his street. Then all hell broke loose.

He saw his friends, his family, everyone he knew from his childhood, slaughtered like some sort of common, household pest. His parents, his friends; it didn't matter. The Covenant killed them all the same. He had gotten lucky, though. He managed to escape to the city's spaceport. There, he had managed to sneak into a cargo ship with a group of others. He had been holed up in here ever since.

He looked at his reflection in the burnished wall of the cargo ship. His brown-blond hair was tousled from all the running. He was about 5'11", and he was not overly large, nor too lean. His pale skin looked even more ghostly in the poor lighting of the ships storage compartment. He looked like your every-day average person; except for his eyes. Those were the most notable feature of him. They changed according to the seasons. In the summer time, they were a hazel-like color. But during the winter season, they turned a bright, icy blue.

Joe was brought back to reality by a series of rapid gunshots. He, along with the other 19 survivors in the ship, jumped in surprise. He took a chance, and peeked out of the view port that was above him about a meter. He looked out, and saw Covenant troops firing into a doorway, that was on the other side of the hangar. Joe caught a glimpse of a cylinder, before it exploded into a cloud of smoke. The enemy troops stopped firing, and a Covenant Grunt cautiously walked up to the doorway. Suddenly, the Grunt's head snapped back, and it did a series of flips, before a shot was fired from the smoke, hitting its breather mask, causing it to explode, setting half the Covenant troops on fire. Jackals and Grunts ran around in pain, disoriented. The two commanding Elites had gotten caught in the blast, but they did not burn, as their energy shields flared silver, and dispersed the flame.

Then, stepping out of the doorway was something that made Joe freeze. It was about 2.5 meters tall, and it wore a pearlescent green armor. It opened fire on the nearest Elite. Bullets tore through it, dispersing its shields, and puncturing through its back. Then, three more of the creatures stepped through the door frame, and opened fire. Grunts and Jackals dropped as the bullets swept through the area.

Then, after the aliens were dead, the newcomers all opened fire upon the remaining Elite. Even though he was a mighty warrior, he could not possibly survive the hail of bullets that was aimed his way.

After the Elite was dead, the newcomers swept the area, making sure that the area was clear. Joe had a better look at them. They were defiantly human, that he could tell. They looked like some sort of military team, but far more effective, and more deadly than the standard unit of Marines that he had seen about on the Galaxy Wide Web – GWW for short. They moved with an odd gracefulness, despite their large size and the armor that they wore.

One of them said, "All clear." Then, they moved about the hangar, moving like robots. Joe was so riveted to the scene outside the window, that he was startled when there a loud _clunk_ at the door, followed by a brilliant white light. Then, there was a loud _crash_ as the door was kicked in. A light shone over the storage compartment, and the people inside it. One of the humans in the armor entered, and lowered their weapon.

"It's okay," a sharp, male voice said, putting up his palm in order to reinforce his words. "We're here to help."

The people in the cargo compartment seemed anything but reassured. He said again, "Come on. We're not going to hurt you," this time, his clipped tone was a bit softer.

Still, no one talked to him, or showed any sign that they felt safe. So, Joe walked up to the armored giant, and said, "Thanks for showing up. I thought we were going to die in here."

The rest of the people nodded, as if that was what was on their minds.

The armored soldier said, "Alright," he said, satisfied with the response. "I am SPARTAN-029… but you may call me Joshua." He added. "Now come on, we should get out of here before Covenant forces come back."

The civilians cautiously stepped out of the cargo ship. The SPARTAN named Joshua swept the area with his rifle, making sure it was all clear. "Hold on for a second," he told the group of survivors. "I am going to radio in to our Squad Leader." Then, he went silent, but his head moved as if he were talking. _"There must be a communications device in his helmet,"_ Joe thought. He looked up at the visor of the man, seeing his own reflection in the mirrored faceplate.

After about a minute or so, Joshua said to the group, "Alright. It's time to move. Stay quiet, and don't draw attention."

The four SPARTANS surrounded the group of civilians, one on each side. They moved towards the doors. Just as they were about to exit, Joe bumped something with his foot. He looked down, and saw a Covenant plasma pistol; the one that had belonged to the Grunt that had gotten hit by one of the SPARTANS. He quickly bent down, and picked it up, just incase he needed it for protection. Joshua nodded at him, thinking that it was a good idea.

The pistol was surprisingly light weight, even though it was quite large. The front of the weapon glowed a ghostly green. He soon found what he thought was the trigger, but there was no way to test it yet. He would just have to wait. Hopefully he wouldn't have to use it.

They rounded the corner of the doorway, when a group of Covenant, attracted by all the commotion, opened fire. The group of survivors screamed, and ran the other direction. Joe tripped and fell behind. He scrambled for cover, and ducked behind a cargo container. He was backing up, when he walked into something.

He turned around, face to face with a Covenant Elite. The Elite pushed him down, and laughed a deep, menacing laugh. It pointed its gun at Joe's head.

Then, it fired.


	2. A New Beginning

****Note: Halo and all of the characters, weapons, vehicles, technology, history, locations and "extended universe" content belongs to Bungie. I do not own any of it. Well, except for maybe my own characters. ****

**________________________________________________________________________**

**Chapter 2: A New Beginning**

**________________________________________________________________________**

He turned around, face to face with a Covenant Elite. The Elite pushed him down, and laughed a deep, menacing laugh. It pointed its gun at Joe's head.

Then, it fired.

He closed his eyes, waiting for death to come, but nothing happened. He opened his eyes, and saw that the Elite stood, with its mandibles slightly apart. That was when he noticed a hand in a knife shape jutting _through_ the alien's chest. The Elite crumpled to a heap, and Joe saw the SPARTAN named Joshua, shaking his hand clean of dark-purple blood.

"Thanks," Joe said to the man gratefully. The SPARTAN merely nodded. "Just try to stay with the group next time," he said. Joe agreed with him whole-heartedly. One generally listens to a two meter tall armored soldier.

He got up, and noticed a melted spot of metal just a foot above where his head had been. _That was too close…_he thought to himself. "Come on," a voice barked, snapping him out of his thoughts. He moved back with the rest of the group. They slowly moved towards the doors leading to the outside. It was just at the end of the hallway, and they made it there without incident. Two of the SPARTANS took post on either side of the door, and Joshua slowly opened it.

There was nothing outside.

The group quickly but quietly moved to the corner of a brick building. Joe was in an ideal place, and he peeked around the corner. He saw Covenant Grunts and Jackals everywhere, and he even saw some odd, pink, floating covenant. One of these was taking apart a pay phone, and putting it back together again, at an amazing speed. He continued to watch this creature, until a hand firmly grabbed his shoulder and turned him around. He was looking at the chest of one of the SPARTANS.

"Hmm, I should have known you would wander off again," it said, with a slight hint of amusement in its voice, which sounded female. Joe realized that he was talking to a woman, and suddenly felt embarrassed by looking at her armored chest, for some odd reason. He looked up into her visor.

"Right," he replied with a weak smile. "It won't happen again."

"Well come on then, let's go!" she said with urgency. "Something doesn't feel right…" So, they moved off. This was when Joe noticed another woman next to the SPARTAN, looking around nervously. _Huh,_ Joe thought to himself. _She must have wandered off too. So I'm not the only one then,_ he thought with a hollow laugh to himself.

The group of three reached the other corner of the building, and the female SPARTAN said to them, "Okay. I'm going to sprint ahead and cover you as you run to that cover over there," she said, pointing to a burned-out building, where Joe could see another SPARTAN crouching. "Ready?" she asked. Both Joe and the woman next to him nodded. As soon as they nodded, the SPARTAN was off, sprinting to the building. She was so fast; she covered the 100 meters in seconds. She turned around, and motioned for Joe to come next. He tensed himself, preparing to sprint. Just as he was about to go, a thought popped into his head. _I know what was so weird before. There were no Elites in that street._ Almost as soon as he had thought this, several Covenant Elites seemed to appear from thin air, one on either side of him, and one directly in front of him. He turned around to run away, and he was greeted by two more. He heard a scream, and turned around to see the woman who was next to him, being held by one of the Elites. The alien had one arm hooked around her neck, and the other was reaching for his weapon.

_He's going to kill her,_ Joe thought. He had to do something – and fast. If he didn't she would die, and he would be next. He noticed that the Elite was having trouble holding on to her – almost as if the alien were oily, and she was slipping from his choke-hold. _The shield,_ Joe thought. _She's slipping because of the energy shield around its body._ The alien made a loud annoyed sound, and Joe heard the tell-tale sound of something powering down. The Elite suddenly had a much better grip on her. Joe then remembered the captured plasma pistol. He pulled it out of his belt, and aimed it at the Elite's head. _If I'm going to die, I'm taking this bastard with me,_ he thought, as he pulled back the trigger and held it. The weapon started to get even brighter, and a green orb formed at the end. The weapon started to shake violently. Startled, Joe let go of the trigger, and a wave of heat washed over him, making his eyes water. He blinked away the tears, and stared at where he had fired. The Elite that he had fired at now had no head – it had been totally vaporized. The woman that it was holding fell to the ground, and its gold-armored body crumpled. The woman crawled towards Joe, and huddled next to him. The other Elites were staring at the body in shock, wondering how it was possible for a human to kill one of their kin. Then, they looked to where Joe and the woman were huddled on the ground, and snarled. They raised their weapons, and Joe grabbed for the captured plasma pistol, but he then realized that he dropped it. He was about to accept that he was going to die, when someone yelled "Get down!" and Joe gladly complied. He hugged the woman tightly, and dropped as close to he ground as he could. There was a loud _Zzzaaaap_ noise, and lots of gunfire. When the firing had ceased, there were 5 dead Elites around them.

He looked back in the direction of the gunfire, and saw three SPARTANS with their guns raised. It was the most beautiful thing he had ever seen.

He spotted his fallen plasma pistol, and reached for it. When he picked it up, he noticed that the green light inside the "jaws" of the weapon was now dim, and the trigger of the gun would not even be pulled.

One of the SPARTANS saw him looking at the gun, and explained, "It was an EMP blast. That's why it was so easy to kill these tough bastards," he said as he gave dead Elite a king in the teeth. "That gun will be as useful now as if you were to try hitting them with a rock. Still though, I'll take it. We need as much information on covenant technology as we can get. Now, are you going to sit there all day, or do you want to follow us to the drop ship?"

The latter sounded like a very good idea to Joe, and so he stood up and handed the now dead weapon to the soldier. He took a few steps forward, when he heard a sniffling sound. The young woman that he had saved was sitting and crying. He looked ahead as the SPARTANS moved forward with the rest of the survivors. He was going to yell for them to wait, but then he considered that to be a very bad idea. He walked back to her and knelt down.

"Hey," he asked. "Are you alright?"

She looked at him with wide brown eyes – with a look of terror. Of course Joe knew that being grabbed by an alien and almost killed isn't a pleasant experience. So no, she isn't bloody alright.

"We should really get going," he said. He glanced up at the group of survivors, and saw that they were now much further away. He got a sinking feeling in the pit of his stomach. In most places of life, you only three chances – after that, you're out of luck. He knew that he had already burned out his three chances, and then some. He looked back down at her and with a sense of urgency he said, "Look, I know you are scared. I am too, but we have to keep up with the group otherwise we will be caught by the Covenant and killed for sport." She still didn't respond. Joe sighed and tried one more time.

"I don't know about you, but I'm not going to get caught again. I'm going to go with the group. You can choose to follow me or not. Just remember that I'm not going to be here to save you again." When she still didn't respond, Joe gave up and turned around to leave. As he took a step away, he felt a hand grab his wrist.

"Wait," said a warm voice. "I'm coming with you."

Joe looked down and into her face. He helped her up, and she gave him a weak but beautiful smile. He couldn't quite see her face properly, as she was wearing a brimmed hat and formal dress wear, which went up to her mouth. He gazed at her for a little while longer, when she finally asked, "Well? Are we leaving, or are we going to stand here?" Joe snapped out of it and silently walked with her to the corner of the building. They both peeked around the corner, and looked for the group of survivors.

They were nowhere in sight.

Joe searched frantically for them, but he didn't see them anywhere. He just wanted to give up right then and there, but he knew that if he did that, he would be killed for certain. At least he would have a better chance of survival if he tried to escape. Besides, he had another person in tow, and he couldn't sentence her to sure death on his behalf. He turned to her and whispered, "Come on."

They slowly crept out of their hiding place, and they went off in the general direction that Joe thought he saw the survivors go. They darted from tree to tree, from broken wall to broken wall, hiding for their life. After a little while, Joe saw a strange purple-black splatter on the ground, and pondered as to what it was. Then it struck him where he had seen this before.

It was the blood of a Covenant Elite.

He looked around for a wounded Elite that might want to finish them off, but he found no such thing. When they rounded a half destroyed wall, a rather gory sight met their eyes. There was a trail of purple-black blood that ended in a pool. Lying in that pool was a Covenant Elite – or rather part of one. Its legs were gone and only its torso remained. There were bits everywhere. The woman averted her eyes, and Joe tried to, but then they locked onto its face. The expression it had was horrible – the epitome of pain. He couldn't even begin to describe what it looked like. He even felt sorry for the poor guy – if it was even a guy. You can't even tell with them. However, this dead Elite did mean something good; it meant that the group of survivors was nearby. He could tell, because the bits of the alien were still smoking.

"Come on," he said to the woman. Of course he didn't really need to say that. It's not like she would stop and refuse to go on. As he was leaving, he noticed a blue glow amongst the pile of gore. He slowly walked into the smoldering area, and picked up what appeared to be a functioning Covenant weapon, albeit a blood soaked one. He aimed it at the wall and slowly pulled the trigger to make sure that it did actually work. He pulled, and suddenly the trigger locked up.

"Damn," he muttered. He chucked the weapon onto the ground, and it landed with a loud clatter. As they were turning to leave, he heard a high pitched whistle, and a rather odd sight came floating into view.

The first thing that Joe noted was that it **definitely** wasn't human. The second thing he saw was that it was somehow floating about a meter above the ground. It was a sort of grayish-pink color, and it has weird bumps allover its body. The thing that was really creepy to Joe was the fact that it had six eyes, and several tentacles. Both Joe and the woman shrank back from the creature. It floated into the room and seemed to ignore both Joe and the woman. It immediately gravitated towards the weapon that Joe had thrown away, and picked it up using a tentacle. It held up another tentacle, and the end of that split into hundreds of super-fine cilia. It probed the weapon with these, and then cracked the case. It fiddled with it for a little while, and then with a chirp, put it back together. It floated towards Joe and the woman, and she hugged tight to him. It pointed the weapon at them, butt first.

"_It's not attacking us,"_ Joe thought, _"It's giving it to us."_

He took the weapon, and the alien chirped happily. The weapon hummed in his hands, and Joe realized that it would now work. He turned to thank the alien, when it suddenly bolted towards the outside. Joe and the woman followed it, and watched as it repaired several different broken Covenant weapons. That's when Joe realized that they were following a trail of dead _Covenant_ bodies. The little alien didn't seem to care, though. It seemed like it just wanted to fix things. Several thoughts popped into Joes head then. One of them was to follow the trail of dead bodies to the group of survivors, and the other was that the alien would repair plenty of Covenant weapons for the SPARTANS to research. They followed the alien as it went, and collected the weapons that it gave to them. Joe could barely hold any more, and was going to have to ditch some of them, when the new alien suddenly darted forward. Joe was so into what the alien was doing, that he didn't notice the gigantic ship in front of him. However, this wasn't a Covenant ship, but a human one, with humans standing around it. They had found the group of survivors! And just in time too, as it appeared that all the other civilians were already on board the dropship, and they were almost ready to take off.

The alien kept going until it reached a SPARTAN and grabbed the plasma pistol attached to his belt. The armored soldier turned around and saw the alien, and was ready to attack it, when Joe screamed, "Wait! It's not hostile!" The soldier looked up quizzically at the sound, and stopped half-punch. He stared at Joe and the woman, and then let his hand drop and gave a curt nod. The alien gave the weapon back to him, and floated in place.

The SPARTAN motioned for the dropship ramp to be opened, and it slowly eased open. "Get on board you two!" he ordered. And so, they did. The little alien chirped in a frantic way, and tried to get on board the ship. The SPARTAN gently but firmly held it back. Joe and the woman climbed on board, and the alien tried even harder to get on. That's when Joe noticed that its eyes were locked on him, and there was a look of desperation in them. He quickly said to the SPARTAN, "I think it wants to follow me on. Please, just let it."

The soldier thought for a second, and then looked down at the pile of weapons that Joe had brought him. "Very well," he replied. "But if he does anything that threatens anyone's safety, he's coming with me." He let the alien go on board the dropship, and it immediately floated over to Joe. Other people on the ship gave it weird – and some scared – looks, but the alien was content where it was.

The woman turned to Joe, and said, "Thanks for saving me back there. I would have been a goner for sure."

Joe replied, "Well, I wouldn't just leave you to die. I couldn't even if I had wanted to," he reminded her. "Besides," he continued. "I wouldn't have someone to talk to if I had." She gave him a smile, and she asked him, "I never did find out what your name was."

He replied, "My name is Joe. And you?"

"My name is Madeline, but you can call me Maddy."

"It's nice to meet you Maddy. I'm glad we had the opportunity of meeting each other, even though the situation isn't right," he added with a dry smile.

She was about to reply, when she was cut off by a sudden upward lurch. They both help on to their seats and the alien gave a squeal of surprise. They were taking off. As they were leaving, Joe had a clear view of Cotê de Azure. He watched his city lowly shrink away into the setting sun. That's when a strange blob of light appeared where the city was, and Joe was trying to figure out what it was, when a shockwave hit the ship. That's when he realized that the city had been blown up – that it had been nuked. Part of him was sad to see this happen, but another part of him was glad to see it go. There was nothing left for him there, and it was time to start a new life.

After a while, both he and Maddy fell asleep, and even the alien did. And there they were – the oddest trio that one would ever see, peacefully asleep, slowly drifting upwards…

The Elite named Ilpa 'Veromee seemed to materialize out of thin air. He looked at the remains of his fallen friend with anger. The human explosive device had ripped him in two, spraying bits of him everywhere. However, he was still left alive – the humans would not even give him a mercy killing; disgusting creatures. His friend Adsp 'Ileolee had been alive long enough for him to ask for revenge of his death. 'Veromee vowed to hi that he would find the human responsible and punish him.

He heard a small group of humans coming, and he activated his cloaking. He watched in silence as the human came with only one other, and he was tempted to kill him then and there, but that is when he realized that this must be the human responsible for the death of 'Ileolee. Any human powerful enough to take out a Sangheili single handedly is a very powerful warrior indeed. He would need to take him by surprise.

He didn't know where the human would go, so he thought up a plan. He took his own plasma rifle, and jammed the trigger and then silently stuck it next to his dead comrades' body. Just as he had expected, the human immediately gravitated towards the power of the great ones as did all things living. The creature picked up the weapon, and tossed it aside, finding it was broken. That is when 'Veromee sent out a Huragok to fix it. He then followed the three of them to an enemy dropship. He captured the scent of the human, and put a nano-tracker onto the ship. He snuck forward to take the Huragok back, but he stepped on a twig and snapped it. The Huragok, being the cowards they are, immediately darted onto the human dropship. It looked like 'Veromee had another to kill – this one a traitor.

He slowly crept back to the shelter of the wrecked building, and through the human forest. He got back into their dropship, and told the pilot to take off immediately. He had a feeling that something bad was going to happen soon. As soon as they were five hundred units off the planets surface, there was a loud explosion. 'Veramee looked at the view screen, and saw that the human city was engulfed in a ball of fire. He went back to his seat, and vowed to revenge his fallen friend, no matter the cost.

**Authors notes:**

**Dun, dun dun! And so the plot thickens! Sorry for the long delay (for those who actually read my story). Between school and work, I haven't had time to write.**

**Please R & R. Thanks!**

**Cheers,**

**gman021**


End file.
